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THE ALDINE. 



THE GARDEN OF GOD. 
From the German of Eiclie. 

The child lay on its little bed, very pale, and with 
closed eyes. The mother bent over it, weeping. The 
father stood near, very sorrowful. 

An angel held the little child by the hand, and, with 
sweet voice, spoke gentle, kindly words to it. And 
when the child leaned confidingly on the angel, he 
took it in his arms, and bore it upward into the beau- 
tiful blue heavens. It was very still there, no sound 
but the rustling of the angel's wings, which echoed 
through the broad space like the music of the spheres. 

The angel checked his course before a golden 
cloud. At his command the cloud parted, and with 
the child in his arms he floated into "a large and beau- 
tiful garden. There flowers of all kinds were blooming, 
large trees lifted their branches on high ; all around 
were low plants and shrubs, while many varieties 
of creepers twined themselves about the strong 
trunks of the trees, or ran humbly along the ground. 

Among all those fragrant, blooming and fading 
flowers, angels of God were walking up and down, 
caring for them. . Bright and beautiful- Avere th'ey, 
these servants of God ! Yet while the faces of some 
were lighted up with an expression of 
great joy, the countenances of others 
were very grave and quiet. 

The child saw the solemn angels were 
caring for the faded flowers and dying 
trees, and that they lifted some plants 
from the ground and carried them up 
so high that no eye could follow them ; 
the joyous angels were tending and 
watering all those plants which were 
fresh and green and strong, and giving 
support to those which were weak. 

"Why do- you leave the half-faded 
flowers ungathered, and carry away the 
rose just budding?" asked the child of 
a grave angel, who with gentle hand 
was loosening the roots of a rose-bush 
from the earth. 

"The rose shall blossom above, but 
the fading flower must finish its course 
here," answered the angel, and passed 
out of sight. 

The guardian angel carried the child 
to where a mighty tree refreshed all the 
earth around with its cooling shadow. 
It stretched its powerful branches 
abroad as if it would defy the power of 
centuries. About its trunk a tender 
ivy clung lovingly, and at its feet fra- 
grant flowers were blooming. 

" Oh, how beautiful ! " cried the child. 
"Let us remain here!" But alas! an 
angel with a sad countenance gently 
shook his head, and placed his shovel 
at the roots of the tree, which trembled 
to its topmost branch, and would have 
fallen had not the angel supported it. 
The ivy still clung to the tottering 
trunk, as if it would rather perish than be separated ; 
but the angel gently untwined it, and it fell helpless 
to the earth. 

" Leave the tree here," entreated the child. 

" It will grow and flourish above," answered the 
angel. 

" But the ivy will die, and the little flowers will fade 
when the hot sun falls upon them." 

"The little flowers and the ivy will be cared for ! " 
And the angel floated on high, bearing the tree, 
through whose roots trembled a gentle sigh at part- 
ing from the earth which so long had been their 
home. 

Then other angels came, and where the tree had 
stood, they placed a glistening anchor, and twined 
the poor ivy all around it, and the delicate tendrils 
clung fast to the new support. The little flowers 
were watered with the angel's tears, and they lifted 
up their fainting heads and bloomed afresh. Only 
one, a very small, weak plant, blossomed no more, — 
a hot sunbeam had fallen upon it, — it withered aWay, 
and an angel clasped it to his bosom, and bore it 
on high to the tree, in whose shade it would awake 
to new life. 

The guardian angel carried the child to a part of 
the garden where gorgeous flowers were blooming. 
Their colors were beautiful, and of many varying 
tints, but they gave forth no perfume. All the ex- 
quisite odor which filled the air, came from one 



little flower that timidly concealed its blossoms, re- 
vealing its presence only by the delicious fragrance 
which rose from its bosom. An angel took the 
modest flower and floated with it to heaven, and 
when the child looked at the brilliant blossoms all 
around they no longer seemed beautiful. 

" Why did the angel carry away the flower which 
gave the sweet perfume ? " asked the child. 

" To show how valueless beauty is, unless glorified 
by goodness," was the answer. 

The child, lying in the arms of its angel, floated 
farther on. It saw a large bed of unwholesome 
weeds, among whose prickles and thorns a single 
lovely flower was striving to lift up its head to the 
light. An angel stood near, watching the struggling 
plant with great tenderness. 

"Why will not the angel help the poor flower?" 
asked the child. 

" Because it must work its own way to the light, 
that it may bloom with greater strength and beauty. 
When it has attained perfection, it will be twined in 
the wreath which surrounds the forehead of the 
Eternal One ! " 

The beaming eyes of the angel rested on the plant, 
and its leaves were covered with a heavenly radiance, 
and it became more beautiful than all the other flowers. 




and the child did not feel, but all around them great 
trees were uprooted, plants and shrubs were blown 
to the ground, and many flowers, which so few mo- 
ments previous had danced gaily on their stems, were 
broken off, and left lying on the earth. 

" Look, how the dreadful storm of war rages over 
the world ! " said the guardian angel to the child. 
"Those are immortal souls which it tears from the 
earth, and the solemn angels who gather up the bro- 
ken flowers, and break the few clinging roots which 
hold the overthrown trees to the ground, are the 
angels of Death. But their rejoicing companions 
are the angels of Life, whose duty it is to guard the 
welfare of men so long as they remain in God's great 
garden — the World ! " . 

"And now behold this little flower!" The angel 
pointed to a forget-me-not, that with delicate, child- 
like eyes was gazing upward. But its little leaves 
were hanging withered on the tender stalk. 

" The poor little flower is sick. It is not happj' 
here," said the child. 

" It longs for other soil," answered the angel, with a' 

heavenly smile. " It is the flower of thy own life ! " 

And now they floated higher and higher, and with 

every throb of the angel's wings, the air became 

purer and more clear. The beautiful garden they left 

behind appeared desolate and colorless 

compared with the new glory which 

was revealed around them. Now they 

beheld the true Garden of God. 

Illuminated with the splendor and 
glow of a divine morning, all the flow- 
ers which had been taken from the 
earth were blooming here afresh ; but 
with what infinite glory and beauty ! 
There was the modest daisy, glistening 
like a brilliant star ; the rose-bush had 
received its buds again, and they were 
unfolding in the glorious light of heav- 
en. The stately tree stretched out its 
branches, giving protection anew to 
the delicate plants which bloomed with 
fresh beauty in the refreshing shade. • 
And through the whole space of 
heaven echoed the sound of music so 
sweet and clear that it could proceed 
only from the presence of God ! And 
there His countenance beamed so mild 
and loving, that the child stretched out 
its little arms toward Him. And He 
took it on his bosom ! 

At that moment a cry of anguish 
burst from the lips of the mother: 
" The child is dead ! " 

And the little forget-me-not was 
taken from earth by angels' hands, and 
carried to heaven ! — Charlotte Peters. 



NEAPOLITAN BOY. — Gustav Richter. 

" Pull out that ugly weed ; it will kill all the flow- 
ers," entreated the child, as it saw a hideous plant 
growing among a multitude of beauteous flowers, 
poisoning the whole air with its vile breath. 

" Even the weed has its mission," answered the 
angel, " and until that is fulfilled, it shall not be 
removed." i 

Then the child pointed to a daisy, which was grow- 
ing at the side of a proud tulip. " Take away the 
little flower," said the child to an angel who stood 
near. " It will be crushed under foot by those who 
come to admire the splendid tulip. 1 ' 

The angel smiled kindly. " It shall be as you de- 
sire," he said, and lifting the little flower gently from 
the earth, he carried it to heaven. 

A rose-bush full of buds touched the heart of the 
little child ; for, alas ! the buds all fell blighted to the 
ground, some while the}' were yet fresh and green, 
others faded and dry. Not one remained to become 
a rose. But an angel gathered them all, and when 
the bush was bare of leaf and bud, he took it from 
the ground, and vanished with it. 

" Why do all kinds of plants grow here together, 
so different from all other gardens ? " asked the child. 
" And where are all the trees and flowers which are 
carried away ? " 

" You shall soon learn all," said the angel, and he 
pressed the child closer to his bosom. 

And now a terrible storm arose, which the angel 



The Neapolitan Boy. — The artist 
who paints or draws children well 
possesses a happy faculty. Reynolds 
painted them divinely, his best exam-' 
pie, perhaps, being " The Little Straw- 
berry Girl." Stothard's wee, folks are 
charming, as almost any book that he illustrated will 
show, notably so the old editions of Rogers. To 
come nearer home, however, let us see what Mr. 
Eastman Johnson has done. There is his " Barefoot 
Boy" — it would be hard to find more real flesh and 
blood and life than he has put into that. His " Little 
Drummer," which is not so well known, is quite as 
good in a different way. Mr. Winslow Homer has a 
genius for painting children. We remember a recent 
pictureof his — the interior of acountry school-house, 
which, with its occupants — roguish lads, demure lit- 
tle misses, and the pleasant figure of the young 
school-mistress, is delightful. A still later picture of 
his represents the playground before the same school- 
house, or one like it, where a string of country boys 
are playing the rough game of " Snap the Whip," as 
only such boys can. There is not one of them who 
is not full of character. Mr. William Hunt, too, is 
superb in his handling of children. He reminds us 
of Gustav Richter, or, to speak more exactly, the 
" Neapolitan Boy " of the latter artist reminds us of 
one of Mr. Hunt's spirited art children. Professor 
Richter's work is later in point of time. It was so 
little thought of by himself that he allowed it to 
remain a sketch for years. Filially painted, it was 
exhibited, photographed, lithographed, colored, en- 
graved — in short, it was a great success everywhere. 
It is full of life, — the life of a brighter sky and a 
warmer sun than ours. 



